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Athens parched and dusty was crowded with the remnants
of its beaten army. Bedraggled soldiers filled the streets,
bemedalled officers filled the cafes—refugees herded together
on the shore where they were as miserable and neglected as
on Turkish soil. Every hour ships arrived and kept unloading
more, yet more. . . . The citizens of Athens and the govern-
ment looked on coldly as much as to say, " Who are these
people ? " The Greeks did not recognize them as their own.
Flags were flying from the house-tops as if to celebrate
victory, but in reality to celebrate revolution. They did
not admit themselves defeated by the Turk, they said they had
been betrayed by their ministers. The war department had
appropriated funds and left the army without munitions or
clothes or food, or even pay. So to save their faces for their
chaotic flight, they had once more thrown out " Tino," and
arrested his ministers (shot them in cold blood a month later) >
accepted with a wry face the son of the king as figure-head
(whose wife was the decorative daughter of Rumania), and,
like perfect gentlemen having (up to that moment) spilled no
blood in the upheaval, settled themselves outside the cafes
to talk it over and drink aperitifs.
The ship that bore me away was held up at sunset at the
Straits by a British warship, and allowed only to proceed
through the Dardanelles at dawn. A British cruiser then
preceded us to Chanak, which was seething with preparations
for war. Both sides of the straits were being fortified, guns
were being transported, all of which were easily observable,
for we stopped at Chanak for several hours,
A Greek merchant who stood at my side (who took me for an
American) remarked:
" That is an empty display of might. England has been
unable to help Greece, her power is over. Even her moral
support is worse than useless, it is misleading. She has to
accept whatever the Turks demand: Smyrna, Thrace, Con-
stantinople. . . /'

